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HPEN7020 
Joanne Louise Toft 2015507
Portfolio title:  Building a new nest.


The Essence of Something.

Hand woven willow bounces as he leans into it;
testing, testosterone fuelled.
No petting park pony,
curious and rubbing under small hands.

Massive antlers
bow dangerously,
dripping velvet.

Rapacious gaze,
luminous
beyond us
and the faux bronze age homes,
to brackened hills
and open skies.

Willow fence bounces again,
He leans and tests.
`He`s only here for the day`
it is explained.
A different animal enclosed each morning,
that we might wonder at his magnificence.
Close up.


Arrogance bristles from every follicle
of his musky fur.
My adrenaline pumps harder than his,
I am sure.
If the willow fails
I will stare death in the face.

No hesitation,
He will thrust his daggered head
through the crowd
in a heartbeat.

No pity
for soft human flesh.
No need
to understand humanity.

Deep breath.
Irritated by his confinement.
One reason for being,
One reason to live.
The smell of the female
an invisible thread
carried on the wind.
Obsessed
He draws breath again.

The fence bounces
His aura a wall
I withdraw a pace.
Or two.


 
Hoi Polloi.

Grandly puffed 
Robin dares
on my windowsill,
heavy hints for crumbs
he has me well trained.

Blackbirds hopscotch the lumpy lawn,
raggedly flapping
their Claim.

A blur
of mud 
and white.
Sparrows
helter - skelter
between
concrete sheds,
diving
dark depths
of the generational hedge;
their emerald city.



New Year

Icy fleece tangled on the barb.
Crisp crackle

Crunching satisfaction,
under wellied feet.

Thighs numb tingle
and cheeks sting.

Hedges dusted
in lethal beauty.

Sheep watch warily,
distrusting our approach.

Low slung sun
forces my gaze into subservience.

I`m slow to navigate our treacherous path,
I hope it is no portent for the year to come.


Moved.

Ignore the boxes that remain unpacked,
containing remnants unneeded
like Schrödinger's cat.

Wonder instead at Isis,
golden winged upon the mantlepiece
flanked by Amethyst and Calcite
announcing with pride
Her command
of the new furrow ploughed.

Relax on the dark velvet,
recently wrestled sofa.
by new neighbours:
down steep steps
around awkward corners,
curious of my fortunes change.

Listen,
to the Gull's scream.
Hysterical 
when the Crows squabble
making trouble.

Do you miss it?
They ask.
The wide-open fields.
bovine bellows at dawn.
the green, slurry stink.
Exhausted to the marrow. 
The admired view is a dozen tasks not done.
Being loved when I am useful.

The pair of Red Kites that nest at the bottom of the field,
And my garden crows, that demanded their daily crusts.
I miss them.





Relocation 
Side-saddle on the kitchen chair I press back into the hot metal of the radiator and my muscles gratefully absorb the heat; ignoring early warnings from nerve endings. The loud throb of the central heating pump, pipes thrum and tick, and I realize that its weeks since I spoke to a young man on the phone, about a warm home grant. Still, no one has got back to me. Another dopamine draining addition for my to-do list.
We braved the beach yesterday, Steffan and I. Chill wind numbing exposed skin and sharp salty air, bracing and `good for you! ` We beachcombed for his half term project, and I think, infact I know, that I enjoy his half term homework more than he does. 
There's cardboard box next to the kettle, left over from an Amazon delivery, but now half full of our beach treasure. An assortment of former homes from numerous sea creatures; mussels, cockles, razor clams, and others that I cannot name when Steffan asks. `Google! Google will know...` but I know, given half a chance, You-Tube and Minecraft will win his attention when he gets in front of the screen.
Later, I will get the hot-glue gun out and attach them in some fashion, of his design, to the driftwood that is for the moment, drying by the radiator; leaving small drifts of sand beneath them on the tiled floor.
Our prize find is the two mermaid's purses; the fibrous protein sacks in which baby sharks, skate or ray have grown; some taking fifteen months to mature, being battered by the oxygen rich sea, before eating their way out of their tough leathery pouches to begin their solitary lives at sea. I wonder if we could use them for the project, or if they would fill my son's classroom with the stink of decomposition. We should probably do a sniff test before we use the glue.
On the end of the kitchen counter is the MOT certificate. Passed with `minor defects` and an `advisory` before Christmas. Now, at the end of February I have taken it to have the work done. The Garage is only a ten-minute walk from my new home, so having left the car there and given the boss the keys, Steffan and I stroll back towards home. Past the brightly painted fisherman's cottages, hoods up against the misty micro-droplets which hang heavy in the air. We pass the drain, the iron grid wedged with flattened water bottles, a patient queue of blue tops poking out. I wonder how many other people it irritates as they walk past, and yet none of us do anything about it.
`Steffan! We have to go back; I've left the house keys on the keyring at the Garage. `
Inwardly I cringe. 
Stepping back into the echoing grey space, the smell of oil and the air of concentration like a tightly run ship. There are no girly calendars on the grubby office walls. No bare breasted women confidently making eye contact with the viewer, draped awkwardly in high heels over car bonnets and fast bikes. It's not like the office in my father's Garage in the 1980s.
Not that Dad spent much time in the office, he sent most of his time behind locked doors in his workshop. Masked up and spray gun in hand, taking clean, steady sweeps, back and forth in steady rhythm along the vehicles body. Coating the grey primed metal into its new glory.
I asked him once why he locked the door. `Because some idiot always walks in and blows a load of dust and grit over the wet paint! `, his annoyance palpable. But I could empathize, having helped him sand down and prepare the cars for painting during that school holiday. Even during the warmth of July and August my hands had become cold and raw as I`d rubbed fine sandpaper over the primed metal, dipping it in a bucket of cold water then searching out imperfections to smooth out. He`d relented eventually and set me to work painting the high wooden fence at the front of the yard. And I`d watched longingly, the cars of families packed to the brim with beach essentials, filling their fuel tanks for their day trips to the Gower beaches.
Strange how the smell of a working Garage can make me feel twelve years old again. Full of pubescent yearning for the teenage apprentice mechanic but feeling childish and awkward in sight of the calendar models. I hardly knew where to look and spoke only to Dad when everyone else was out of earshot. (After he`d unlocked the workshop door to let me in.)
Babbling inanely about how `My Dad was a panel-beater` to `the boss` as he unhooks my house keys from the jangling bunch, in my peripheral vision I notice that Steffans gaze is on me. He quietly observes my discomfort, absorbing it all like a small sponge. 
I need to find a safe place for a spare key!








Breathe.

In that deep pool
silky liquid dark
beyond consciousness,
stirs
yields
and stretches,
a thin
sinuous
line of thought.

Blind
the slow worm
through black loam,
leaf mold,
and the decay
of something that was once
warm and furry.
Past pale roots,
ghostly pearls of slug eggs,
and crocus bulbs
still dormant
yet to reveal Victorian purple.

Through Fairie ring
mushroom groves
snuffling their collective patterns.
Arthritic roots
storm tested
anchored still for another spring.
Gullet of Toad
balloons and pulses.
Leaf brown
he wetly leaps
into
camouflage.

A trail of white feathers
scattered
terminated
blood spattered
and a heap of grey feathers.
Raptor long gone.

Just
beyond my reach.
at the tip
of my senses,
the far end of the Universe,
Something
breathes.
This Morning.

Flat sky, the colour of seagull feathers
monotonous
matching my mood.

Partially penned thoughts
sit quiet
unlike the Gulls.

They scream and swoop
sgrech*
agitated.

Are their shoddy nests full yet.
Are they impatient for the clutch?
The breakthrough
the first breath
the scream for help
the cry for sicked up fish.

They spiral my rooftiles 
clatter landing
splatter windows
cars
and my concentration.                                              

*Sgrech- feminine noun in Welsh. Scream, screech, shriek.
Lighthouse Ponderings.
A lone chemtrail traverses the sky, north to south, and from my prone position it seems like I can feel the Earth move on its axis. My head is buzzy and light, I could fall off the world if I am not watchful.
`That’s not actually possible though is it! ` states my sensible ten-year-old. `Although it does feel like we are moving...` 
There's a considerable drop below our basking spot, and when he gets near to the man-made edge my legs feel like a nervous foal, wobbly and full of danger. The disaster driven imagination needs pulling back from the vision of his small body, limp on the granite teeth below. 
Sunlight glints teasing on the incoming tide whilst the Siberian draft slipstreams around the whitewashed curve of the lighthouse, bringing honesty to the ocean's true temperature.
`I feel like I`m in bed. The concrete feels soft. ` he ponders, surprised, `It's really relaxing here. ` 
Brown dogs on the beach charge manic laps whilst the two-tone Collie gallops full pelt into the waves. This tidal inlet which curves enticingly around the sandbank, a sly siren call to the uninformed. Serpentine quick it will drag you parallel to the beach whilst you dip gaily, unaware of its grasp.
I have tried to swim against it. That liquid treadmill which only ceases momentarily, before changing direction as the tide turns; to drag the unsuspecting on their airbeds and paddle boards, and the naïve swimmers separated from the flock, out to sea. Unnerved at how useless my strokes were, swallowing down the panic rising in my chest. The relief when I suddenly felt sand beneath me and dug my toes into it and dragged myself from the sucking tide to the welcome sandy shore. 
Best to dip just before the high tide when the drag is neither here-nor- there, or to paddle happily at low tide; ankle deep in splashy happiness, spying on sandy coloured fish and collecting seashells on the seashore. 
Two weeks ago, on the highest of Spring tides, a storm threw up tonnes of debris onto the beach. Haystacks of twigs and trees, liberally confettied with microplastics blocked the slipway, the path and beyond the tideline. Members of local swimming groups rapidly responded to the call on social media for clean-up volunteers, to which I joined, bin bag in hand and rubber gloves ready for action.
Backs bowed like cockle-pickers; dozens toiled. Exclamations of sadness as dates on bottles were read out, fishing line reeled from the twiggy mounds and the horror of a syringe. But the tiny pieces of plastic, razor sharp mocked our efforts Rubber gloved hands fumbling stamp sized pieces, whilst my arthritic spine creaked and groaned at the futility of our efforts. Poseidon, our disgruntled neighbour has returned our rubbish in disgust. 

`Apparently, the Earth is turning at a thousand miles per hour; and if it stopped abruptly everything on Earth would be catapulted into Space. `
The boy is amazed.
`Hold on tight! ` I tease.
I imagine that without the seas, the soil and vegetation, the man-made structures, us, and the animals, it would look a lot like the moon. Or maybe Saturn with its rings of debris that must have come from somewhere?







Weekend Haiku (or something like it)          

Sandcastles
Sprin-kl-ey castles
Fleeting granite shore kingdom
Tide waits for no man  

Mowing (a village walk)
Indiscriminate
Lethal blades slash verdant stripes
Black beetle flees, for now.

Almanac of life
Death, birth, love, and all betwixt
Crow sees all, knows all.

Back to earth.
Intentionally
Omnivorous Mushrooms seek
That which cannot run.

Jack.
Jack-in-the-green sees
seeds drop; 
chickweed sprout
and irritate 
perfection.

The Pairing.
Waiting for Omens
White Swans on navy velvet
Wings almost touching


Past the Old Harbour with my eleven-year-old son.

Magpie, with his beady eye, leads me down
crunchy, dusty gravel. Past the waving Poppy
that proclaims `Good morning! `
My sepia sunglasses brighten the scrubby tidelands,
grey with dried mud from the spring tides,
into a 70`s postcard; colour corrected to gain maximum 
envy from its recipients.

A foursome of ducks, lift off the briny mud.
Startled, flap frantic. As their quacking becomes
mocking
Steffan
sees the den we made some weeks ago.
I, am impressed, that the main skeleton remains upright,
sturdy, still bound with old fishing net and orange nylon rope.
But Steffans cheeks flush and tears threaten, at the gaps in our 
afternoons hard labour. At the charred lumps of what was once 
the walls, of our den.

Magpie chatters.

When is June the eighth? The new Transformers film is coming!
Displacing the storm with a rainbow of sci-fi robots,
Optimus Prime, Ultra Magnus, Cross-hair; intergalactic saviours
of my boy's disappointment.

Interrupted, a pair of Cabbage Whites dance,
their frilly waltz haphazard through the petaled Blackthorn,
dark rosettes of Ragwort, and faded sweet wrappers
half hidden in dewy blades.

On oily black wings sunbeams
glare and glower; a pair of Crows.
peck, peck and peck again
in the stubbly sandy grass...
I should probably peel some potatoes.




































[bookmark: _GoBack]Reflective Essay.

[bookmark: _Int_ekaIp5qP]This module has been a journey; the overlap of memoir and psychogeography taking me on a literal and figurative exploration. In Session 2 of this module, when we were tasked with Creating a Sense of Place in Fiction, I chose to use Burry Port Lifeboat station as my place in which to ground my story. Although it did not pass the editorial cut for the portfolio, this exercise did push me out of my comfort zone as a writer and gave me instead the opportunity to reflect deeply on my psychological responses to readers’ expectations.  It was primarily supposed to be a fictional piece about a crew member of a lifeboat, and I was fortunate to be granted a tour of RNLI Burry Port, and to interview the Launch Authority and crew members.  But on writing, my voice got lost in the desire to get the facts correct, and I struggled to compose the crew members’ inner voices, as I had absorbed their exterior crew persona but failed to garner more than a few glimpses of their true feelings. I was expecting too much from one interview. But this piece will be revisited, as the research was interesting, and I have a lifelong affinity with the sea. I think further interviews with Burry Port Historical Society would be beneficial to the piece, as I am keen to pursue the `time-slip` genre and have the bones of a story in mind. My interviewing technique needs some improvement, but it was quite heartening how readily my interviewees gave up their time and working knowledge, but it will take more than one conversation to gain their trust in order to garner more personal insights.
[bookmark: _Int_UjVC4ad5]The running order of the portfolio pieces of poetry and prose is set out in roughly chronological order of my life events, although `The Essence of Something` is a response to session 4 Nature Writing. It is written from the memory of a walking holiday in Ireland some thirty years ago. The image of the stag is still strong in my memories, but it took a Google search to put a name to the Bronze Age settlement at Craggaunowen.[footnoteRef:1]  The feeling of being so close to a wild stag still sits with me all these years later; I aimed to capture the feeling of danger which emanated from him, using repetition of the bouncing fence to create a sense of rhythm and drama; building suspense with the description of `Massive antlers, bow dangerously, dripping velvet`, the smell of his `musky fur` and the `thrust of his daggered head`. [endnoteRef:1] [1:  Shannon Heritage Craggaunowen www.craggaunowen.ie 2023 [accessed 11/6/23 3pm]]  [1: ] 

The theme of Nature Writing continues in `Hoi Polloi` which explores my relationship with the birds in my previous home, and the fascination I have for the difference in behaviours between breeds. Robin, the most confident in human company, expecting to be fed. The close-to-the- ground squabbles of male blackbirds in mating season, oblivious to human life, and the crowd of sparrows which dash back to the safety of the hedge. There was more drama in my garden than any TV soap opera. There was comparatively little editing in this piece, the original words still stand, but I changed the order of the stanzas to take a journey from the house and the robin, past the blackbirds on the `lumpy lawn` to the `generational hedge` of the sparrows. 
[bookmark: _Int_YrIEHfuM]`Oak` is a reflection of my inner thoughts at the ending of a relationship. Using tight central metaphors (worked again from Session 4 `Nature Writing`), and spare language which sets the tone, and the second stanza brings drama to the likelihood of a relationship broken and its rotten core exposed, and then the freedom from emotional bondage. 
I changed the form in `New Year` to couplets, giving the piece a different pace, whilst continuing with nature themed metaphors and Creating a Sense of Place in Poetry (Session 3). Heavy hints to my position within another’s family dynamic arrive with the last but one stanza about my gaze being forced into subservience.

[bookmark: _Int_pPdx5GKl]I had struggled to regain my voice after time off but ploughed headfirst into an observation piece for Session 1 Travel Writing. I relived events and short walks around my new home to write `Relocation`: the physical descriptions and conversations juxtaposed with my inner thoughts. But it rankled me at this point to consider how the likes of Edward Thomas could up and off to walk for weeks on end to work on his writing, whilst his wife was left to run their home. In his lecture about Edward Thomas, Rob McFarlane describes him as a cruel but brilliant father, and often poor husband.[footnoteRef:2] How many women's lives have been used up and made smaller in order to further their husband’s career, foregoing any ambition they may have had of their own? The irritation came, I admit, from falling into this very situation myself. But unlike the women of previous generations, I had the financial freedom to be able to extricate myself. I still, however, have the dozens of domestic tasks and the emotional labour that comes with being a mother that many male writers have been unencumbered by, but allowing these everyday distractions into my work adds, I feel, an accessible insight for the contemporary reader.  [2:  Rob McFarlane Rob McFarlane on Landscape and the Human Heart [video] 2012 youtube.com/watch?v=1lK-O5Ypg [accessed 4/4/23]] 

Like `Crow` in the Ted Hughes book, my birds behave as a spiritual go- between, almost beatified in the case of raptors and corvids. On listening to `Crow` on Audible, read by Ted Hughes himself, it was hard not to draw comparison to Native American storytelling:
`But Crow Crow
Crow nailed them together
Nailing heaven and earth together`[footnoteRef:3]  [3:  Ted Hughes 2016 Crow. From the Life and Songs of the Crow  Audible https://anokatony.wordpress.com/2012/03/18/crow-by-ted-hughes-from-the-life-and-songs-of-the-crow/  [Accessed 1/6/23]] 

In Shawnee mythology Crow is originally white but having been captured and burned by hunters for warning Buffalo of their presence he turns black. A compromise is struck; that the tribes will never kill more Buffalo than they need to live. It is a parable about respecting the land and the spirits therein.[footnoteRef:4][endnoteRef:2] [4:  Native Languages of the Americas Native American Crow Mythology 1998-2020 native-languages.org/legends-crow.htm  [Accessed 11/6/23]]  [2: 
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Appendix. 
A poem which didn't make the cut for portfolio is `Ocean Dippers`. A singsong ode to my local swimming group, describing the hilarity of us entering the ocean. It has the quality of a children's poem, which is apt, as I do often feel that my inner child comes to the fore when I am 'dipping`. I include it here as it reflects the happiness that is now overriding the depression and loss often expressed in this portfolio.

Ocean Dippers.

Jiggling
Giggling
Opera singing

Murkey surf
Foams
Goose flesh

Stomachs suck
Ribs pucker

Gasp
Squeal
Splutter

Double dippers
(Husbands stay home in their slippers)

I also omitted a haiku which doesn`t entirely fit the brief of the module, but was conceived, like much of my work, whilst walking. In this instance, through Pembrey village. It is a contemplation on how best to proceed with the next chapter of my life.

Beyond Hope.
The antithesis
Of my manifestation
Is desperation 


- The poem from which `The Pairing was derived.
White Swans

White Swans,
a pair
travel the night sky.

Wings
almost touching
synchronised.

Embroidered 
silver thread
on navy velvet.

Sequin scattered
eiderdown.

Waiting for omens
to materialize.












] 

In session 3 Creating a Sense of Place in Poetry, I took the literal stance of writing from my place on the sofa. The first three lines of `Moved` give me a sense of satisfaction I can`t quite explain. Is it the rhyming of `unpacked` and `Schrodinger's cat`? Or just the sense of relief that I did it, I moved on to a new chapter in life…? Through the second and third stanzas descriptions of furniture and ornaments are a foil to the `new furrow ploughed` (which foreshadows a later stanza which explores farm life) and my new neighbours `curious of my fortunes change`.

But with the relief of escape also came the come-down after the covert liquidation of assets and buying a house, fuelled by adrenalin and desperation. `This Morning` reflects the now occasional low mood, `the colour of seagull feathers`, brought by tiredness and frustration and the stanza about `their shoddy nests` a metaphor about emotional paralysis and the desire to break out of it; the inner psychogeography of a healing journey. It is interesting to me that I used the Welsh word `sgrech` (to scream or screech), as the antagonist from whom I have disengaged would often use my poor grasp of the Welsh language as a weapon to exclude me. Gulls are the only birds which I have little affinity for, something which I was only half conscious of as I drafted the poem.
[bookmark: _Int_LRhMmmPG]`Breathe,` though fitting Session 3`s brief of Creating of Sense of Place in Poetry, is another stroll through my subconscious, through failed trials of yet another migraine preventative - the side-effects on my mood and thought processes, and the slowed realisation of why I wasn`t myself. I believe many of the metaphors came from my exploration of the Cottage Core aesthetic (an offshoot of the Gothic genre, based largely on mushrooms, wildlife, and witches' cottages; discovered through Facebook group dark cottagecore[footnoteRef:5]) and the quiet times that I spent gardening whilst I reflect on this liminal journey.  [5:  dark cottage core [Facebook] https//facebook.com/groups/942316646175556/?ref=share [ Accessed 23/3/22]] 

I can recall the relief when I wrote `Lighthouse Ponderings`. It was the fourth and final workshop for this module, Nature Writing, but the first in which I truly rediscovered my voice as a writer. I drew new inspiration from Trip to Rose Cottage by Cal Flyn,[footnoteRef:6] and the poetry of Alice Oswald,[footnoteRef:7] but it seems a better fit for the Travel Writing Session of week 1, with the description of the lighthouse and warnings about local tides. [6: Granta Trip to Rose Cottage by Cal Flyn  17/2/22  https://granta.com/the-trip-to-rose-cottage/  [Accessed 4/4/23]]  [7: Poetry Foundation Alice Oswold  2023https://www.poetryfoundation.org/poets/alice-oswald [4/4/23]] 

Much like one of my favourite novelists, Ben Aaranovich, I have combined rich description with inner thoughts, and the explanation of the local tides, garnished, less liberally than Aaronovich’s work, with mythological references; mine to Poseidon, his to a plethora of Goddesses of the Rivers of London,[footnoteRef:8] all named for the river Thames and its tributaries (Lady Tyburn, Fleet, Beverly Brook). I also used this piece to examine the ecological disaster that is overwhelming our oceans, juxtaposed against the small and feeble attempts of volunteers to clean up our local coastline, being only too aware of the massive islands of rubbish gathering offshore suffocating and poisoning sea life, coming back to us through the food chain, not just on our beaches. The final paragraph takes the reader’s thoughts into space, and drops heavy hints at how much debris humankind has left to float among the stars, with a pondering as to `Saturn with its rings of debris that must have come from somewhere? ` [8:  Ben Aaranovich Rivers of London  (London: Gollancz 2011)] 

Departing from my usual style, I ventured into Haiku (Session 3 Place in Poetry). There was much counting of syllables on fingers, and debate over `sprin-kl-ey` which I loved as it came from a conversation with a three-year old boy over the best sand to use for a sandcastle. Having wrestled to make the words fit, I then discovered The Iron Book of British Haiku,[footnoteRef:9] an anthology in which some of its poets have expanded on the traditional 5-7-5 Haiku form to create their own versions of minimalist poetry. So, with a new brief I entered another round of editing and contemplation of suitable words. `Back to Earth` with its overtones of horror, that the `omnivorous` mushrooms, with their spores and underground networks, intentionally spread to feast on immoveable objects. `The Pairing`, for its wistful tone, reiterated by the vertical alliteration with use of W in the first word of each line, the luxurious feel of `navy velvet` nuanced with the knowledge that swans often mate for life adding a strong hint of personal longing. True to my usual form, I had to research this presumption; was it just an old wives` tale or do swans actually stick with the same mate? I was glad to read that I was correct, although swans probably cohabit out of practicality rather than romantic reasons.[footnoteRef:10] Originally this was a longer piece, which I cut down and reworked for simplicity and stronger impact. So, these remain in traditional Haiku form. `Jack-in-the Green` however, pushes the boundaries, and much like the weeds it portrays, overlaps the rigidity of Japanese rules but keeps to short form. [9:  David Cobb and Martin Lucas (Eds) The Iron Book of British Haiku (South shields: Iron Press 2000) ]  [10:  Joe P.Woodman, et al. ” Disentangling the causes of age-assortive mating in bird populations with contrasting life-history strategies”  The Journal of Animal Ecology volume 92 (5) (2023) page 979-990] 

The final selection for my portfolio is a vivid portrayal of a Sunday morning walk with my son. Once again birds figure strongly in this piece; does the single magpie foreshadow the disaster at the den? The startled ducks herald his disappointment, and in the last stanza the crows ground me, a reminder me that lunch needs to be prepared. In contrast to the Haiku, 'Past the Old Harbour with my eleven-year-old son` started life as a more sparsely worded composition and became lengthened and more prose-like, with descriptions becoming fuller, and the initial information dump of words from my son (which would be unintelligible to anyone lacking insider knowledge of an 11 year old boy)  became a conversation about the new Transformers film. On the surface the sights and conversations of a Sunday morning walk are just that, but the poppy signifies the end of a war that I have been fighting during the last few years, and the sepia sunglasses a hark back to my own childhood.
It is that interesting my writing has become more prolific during this module, and I have developed my editing skills, particularly with my poetry. There are several pieces that I did not include in this portfolio, but I have added these to the appendix for the sake of posterity.
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